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HE GOOD ship zped on her

} selacr

. <se) were
ind the

discussing

not unpleasant English accent of a manly young

way across the calm Atlan-

i It was an outward
mssage, according to the
little charts which the
company had charily dis-

tributed, but most of the
vassengers were homeward
bound, after a summer of

rest and recreation, and
they were counting, the
days before they mmight
hope tc see Fire Island
Light. On the lee side of
t boat, comfortably shel-
tered from the wind, arnd
ist by the door of the

iptain's room (which was
theirs during the day), sat

little group of returning
Americans. The Duchess
ishe was down on the pur-
er's llst as Mrs. Martin,

t her friends and fa-
miliars called her the
Duchess of Washington
Sguare) and Baby Van

tensselaer (she was quite
old ¢nough to vote had her
¢x been entitlea to that
ty, but as the younger
of two gisters she was siill
the baby of the family)--the
Duchess and Baby Van
the pleasant Enaglish volce

jordling who was going to America for sport. Uncle
Larry and Dear Jones were enticing each other into a
bet on 1t ship's run of the morrow.

“I'll give you two to one she don't make 420, sald
Dear Jones 3

U1l take it.,” answered Uncle Lurry. *“We made 427
the fifth day last year. It was l'nr-Ye larry's seven-
; nth visit to Europe, and this was therefore his thirty-

And when did you get in?" asked Baby Van Rensse-

la-x‘ ‘I don’t care a bit about the run, s0 long as we
get in soon
_ ""We crossed the bar Sunday night, just seven days
:H“r we left Queenstown, and we dropped .anchor off
Quarantine at 3 o'cloek en Monday morning.”

[ hope we han't do that this time. 1 can't seem

to sleejr anv

“I can, but | didn't,” continued Unecle Larry. “because
my stateroom was the most for'ard in the boat, and the
:. ’ x‘ I igine that let down the anchor was right over
ny nea

S0 you got up and saw the sun rise over the bay.”
paid Dea Jones, “‘with electric lights of the city
twinklin in the distance, and the first faint flugsh of the
daw in t} east just over Fort Lafavette, and the rosy
tinge which spread softly upward, and—-' '

Did both come back together?”’ asked the
Duches

t inse he has crossed thirty-four times you must
no has a monopoly in sunrises,” retorted
Dear . ; this was my own sunrise; and a mighty
Bretty t00."

| I 1o€8 with yvon,” retorted Uncle
Lary ) willing to back a merry jest
calied for igainst any two merry jests
ca 1 for y I

What w thie merry jest was Baby Van Rensse-
las juir the natural result of a feminine curiosity
I rtis ully excited.

re it is I was standing aft, near a patri-
D American and a wandering Irishman, and the patri-
C Amer n rashl declared that you couldn’'t =ee a
F 1 » } that anywhere in Europe, and this gave tl
 { ¢ h ) and he =aid: “Sure, ve don't have 'm
| till wo're through with 'em over there.’ "

It 1y ' said Dear Jones, thoughtfully, ‘‘that they
{ . some things over there better than we do; for
i ! ce, umbrellas.”

\nd gowns,” added the Duchess.

And spooks,” remarked Uncle Larry, casually.

sponks?’ queried the Duchess

X " I maintain the word Ghost, If ycu like

when the hoat stops.”

“Oh, do, Uncle Larry! you know I just dote on ghost
swr!os." pleaded Baby Van Rensselaer.

“‘Once upon a time,” began Uncle Larry—*in fact, a
verY ff_‘\\' years ago—there lived in the thriving town of
New York a young American called Duncan—Eliphalet
Dunecan. Like his name, he was half Yankee and half
h}'otch. apd naturally he was a lawyver, and had come to
New York to make his way. His father was a Scotch-
man wh:m had come over and settled in Boston and mar-
_v:'x)od a Salem girl. When Eliphalet Duncan was about
20 he lost both his parents, His father left him cnough
money to give him a start, and a strong feeling of pride
in his Scotch birth; you see there was a title in the fam-
Iy In Scotland, and, although Eliphalet's father was the
vounger son of a younger son, yet he always remembered,
and always bade his only son to remember, that his an-
cestry was ncoble. The mother left him her full shara of
Yankee grit and a little old house in Salem which had
belonged to her family for more than 200 years. She was
a4 Hitcheock, and the Hitchcocks had been settied in Sa-
lem Since the year 1. It was a great-great-grandfatler
of Eliphalet Hitchcock who was foremost in the time of
”"‘v Salem witcheraft craze, And this little old house
;:‘hu-l'x .th- left to my friend, Eliphalet Duncan, was
1aunted.”

"By the ghost of one of the witches, of course?' in-
terrupted Dear Jones.

“Now how could it he the ghost of -a witch, since the

w’h- hes were 2all burned at the stake?” You never heard
of anybodv who was burned having a ghost, 4did vou?"
asked Tnele Larry

“That's an _argument in favor of cremation, at any
rate.” replied Dear Jones, evading the direct question.

“It js. if you don’'t like ghosts. I do,” said Baby
Van RensselaeF.

“*And so do 1.7

added Uncie Larry. “I love a ghort as

dearly as an Englishman loves a lord.”
“Go on with vour story,” said the Duchess, majestic-
ally overruling all extrancous discussion.

“Thiz little old honse at Salem was haunted,” resumed
Uncle Larry. “And by a very distinguished ghost—or at
least by a ghost with very remarkahle attributes.”

“What was he Jike?" asked Baby Van Rensselaer,
with a premonitory shiver of anticipatory delight,

“It had a lot of peculiarities. In the first place it
never appeared to the master of the house. Mastly it
confined its visitations to unwelcome guests. In the

course of the last hundred vears it had frightened away
four successive mothers-in-law, while never intruding op
the head of the household.”

“1 gurss that ghost had been one of the hoys when he
was alive and in the flesh.” This was Dear Jones’ contri-

bution to the telling of the tale.
“In the second place,"” continued Uncle Larry, “It
never frightened anybody the first time it appeared. Only

on the second vislt were the ghost-seers scared: but then
they were scared enough for twice, and they rarely mus-

tered up courage enough to risk a third interview. One
of the most curious characteristics of this well-meaning
spook was that it kad no face—or at least that nobody
ever raw its face.

o this day nobody knows whether the ghost which

used 1o haunt the lJittle old house in Salem had a face,
or whkat manner of face it had.”

“How awfully weird!" said Baby Van Rensselaer
“*And why did the ghost go awav?”

‘I haven't said it went away,” answered Uncle Larry,
with much dignity

“But you said it used to haunt the little old house
't lem, so 1 supposed it had moved. Didn't it?” the
oung lady asked.

“You shall be told in due time. Eliphalet Duncan
used 1o spend most of his summer vacations at Salem.
and the st never bethered him at all, for he was the
master of the house—much to his disgust, too, because he

wanted to see for himself the mysterious tenant at will
of his property. But he never saw it, never.’ .

interrupted the story teller by getting up

a heavy rug more snugly around Baby Van

Rerisselaer's feet, for the sky was now overcast and gray,

1N v was damp and penetrating
fine spring morning,” pursued Uncle Larry,
Duncan received great pews told you that

a title in the family in Scotiand, and that Eliph-
fathcer was the voeur r son of 2 younger son. Well,
that all Eliphalet’'s father's brothers and un-
l¢ hatd died off without male issue, except eldest
he eldest son, and he, of course, bore the title, and

Dunecan of Duncan. Now the great news that
Duncan received in New York one fine spring
was that Baron Duncan and his only son had

ened

the

was Baron
KEliphalot
morning
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“A little afier twelve o’clock they heard the most ghastly noise in the house.”

We turn out the best quality of

“You forget the lovely ghost stories a?mut the Rhine
interrupted Miss Van Rennselaer,

that Letter, or spectres
BUOUO R~

and the Black

wiln

Forest,’

forinine Inconsistency.

“1 remember the Rhine and the Black Fcrest and all
the other haunts of elves and fairies and hobgoblins; but

for good, honest spooks there is.no place like home,

And

vwhat differentiutes our spook—spiritus Americanus—from

American
ample.

ETory And Rip V

with the goblin crew of Hendrik Hudson's men!
example of this American

better

an

the ordipary ghost of literature is that it responds to the
sense of humor. g
The ‘'Headless Horseman'—that's a comic ghost

Take Irving's stories, for ex-

Winkle—~consider what humor, and
what zood humor, there is in the telling of his meeting

A still
way of dealing with

Jezend and mystery is the marvelous tale of the rival

ghosta.’'

““I'he rival ghosts!” querled the Duchess and Baby

Van

Hensselaer together.

“Who were they””

“Didn't 1 ever tell vou about them?' auswered Uncle

Larry, a gleam of approachin
is bound

“Bince he

to tel

jov flashing from his eye.
us sooner or later, we'd

petter be resigned and hear it now,” said Dear Jones

S ———

e 8 g e S

#It you are not more eager, I won't teli it at ail.”

ot D

.

been vachting in the Hebrides, and they had been caught
in a black squall, and they were bLoth dead, 8o my
friend XEliphalet Duncan inherited the title and the es-
tates.'

“*So

“How
baron!"

“Well,"” answered Uncle Larry, “he was a baron, if
he chose. But he didn't choose,”

“Mora fool he!” said Dear Jones, sententiously.

“Well,'” answered Uncle Larry. “I'm not so sure of
that. Wliphalet Duncan was half Scotch and half Yankee,
and he had two ey=2s to the main chance. He held his
tongue about his windfall of luck until he could find out
whether the Scoteh estates were enough to keep up the
Beoteh title  He soon discovered that they were not, and
that the late Lord Duncan, having married money, kept
up such state as he cuula cut of the revenucg of the
dowry of Lady Duncan. And Eliphalet, he decided that
he would rather be a well-fed lawyer in New York, living
comfortably on his practice, than a starving lord in Scot-
land, living scantily on his title.”

“What has all this got to do with your ghost?" asked
Dear Jones, pertinently,

““Nothing with that ghost,
other ghost.

romantic!” said the Duchess, he was a

it but a good dea! with an-
Eliphalet was very learned in spirit lore—

perhaps because he owned the haunted house at Salem,
perhaps because he was a Scotchman by descent. At
all events, he had made a rpecial study of the wraiths
and white ladies and '‘banshces and bogies of all kinds
whose sayings and doings and warnings are recorded in
the annals of the Scottish nobility. In fact, he was ac-
quiinted with the habits of every reputable spcok in the
Scotch pesrage. And he knew that there was a Duncan
ghost attached to the person of the holder of the-title of
Baron Duncan of Duncan.”

“'So, besides belng the cwner of a haunted house in
Salem, Lhe was also a haunted man in Scotland?’ asked
Baby Van Rensselaer.

. "“Just so. But the Scotch ghost was not unpleasant,
like the Salem ghost, although it had one pecullarity in
common with its transatlantic fellow-sprok. It never
anpeared to the holder of the title, just as the other never
was visible to the owner of the house. in fact, the Dun-
\'dﬂ_ghout was never sesn at all. It was a guardian angel
cnly. Its sole duts was to be in personal attendance on
En_mn”Duncan of Duncan, and t¢ warn him of impending
evil. The traditions of the hcuse told that the Barons
of Duncan had again and again felt a premonition of ill
fortune. Some of them had yielded and withdrawn from
the venture they had undertaken, and it had failed dis-
mally. Some had been obstinate, and had hardened their
hearts, and had gone on reckless to defeat and to death.
In no case had a Lord Duncan been expesed to peril
wnth'-fr‘ut n fair warning.

; Then how cama it that the father and son were lost
in 1‘\e vacht off the Hebrides?"' asked Dear Jones.

' }.ecaqse they were too enlightened to yield to super-
stition, There 1s extant now a letter of Lord Duncan,
writien to his wife a few minutes before he and his son
set cail, in which he tells her how hard he has had o
struggle with an almest overmastering desire to give up
the trip. Had he obeyed the friendly warning of the
family ghost, the latter would have been spared a jour-
ney across the Atlantlic.”

“Did the ghost leavé Scotland for America as soon
as ihe c¢ld baron died?” asked Baby Van Renssclaer,
with much interest.

“"How did he come over,” queried Dear Jones
stecrage or as a cabin passenger?”

L don't know,” answered Uncle Larry, calmly, “and
Lliphalet didn't know., For as he was in no danger,
and stood in no need of warning, he couldn't tell whether
the zhost was on duty or not. Of course, he was on the
watch for it all the time. But he never got any proof
nf its presence until he went down to the little old
house of Salem, just before the Fourth of July. He took
a friena down with him—a young fellow who had been
in the regular army since the day Fort Sumter was
fired on, and who thought that, after four vears of ths
little unpleasantness down South, including six month

in Libpy, and after ten years of fighting the bad I

diang on the plains, he wasn't likely to be much frigh!

ened by a ghost. Well, Eliphalet gnd the officer sut
out on the porch all the evening smoking and talking
over points in military law. A little after 12 o'clock,
iurt 2s they began to think it was about time to tur
in. thay heard the most ghastly noise in the house. It
wasn't a ghrieck or a howl or a vell or anything they
could put 2 name to. Il was an undeterminate, inex-
plicahle shiver and ghudder of sound, which went I-
ing out of the window. The officer had heen at Cold
Harbor, but he felt himself getting colder this time
Eliphalet knew it was the ghost who haunted the housw
As this weird sound died away, it was followed by an-

-**in the

other, sharp, short, blood-curdling in its intensity
Something in this ¢ry seemed tamillar to Eliphale:, and
he felt sure that it proceeded from the family ghost,
the warning wraith of the Duncans."”

“Do [ understand you to intimate that both ghosts
were there together?” inquired the Duchess, anxiously.

“Both of them were there,” answered Uncle f.arry.
“You gee, one of them belonged to the house, and had to
be thare ali the time, and the other was attached to the

rercon of Baron Duncan, and had to follow lam there,

herever he was, there was that ghost also. But Eliph
alet, he had scarcely time to think this out, whenr
he heard both sounds again, not one after another, but
ioth together, and something tceld him-—some sort of an
instinzt he had—that those two ghosts didn't agree,

didn't get cn together, didn't exaely hit it off; in fact,
they were quarreling.”
“Quarreling ghosts!
Rensseluer's remark.
“You know,” resumed Uncle Larry, ““‘that two waves
of light or sound may interfere and produce darkness
or silence So it was with thes¢ rival spooks. They
interferad, but they did not produce silence or darkness
On the contrary, as socn as FEliphalet and the oflicer
went into the house, there began at once a serics of
spiritualistic manifestations—a regular dark :
tambourine was played upon, a bell was rung,
flaining banjo went singing around the room.
“Cn the second night the house ghost was
by the officer; on the third night it ghowed
again; and the next morning the officer packed his
gripsack and tqok the first train to Boston He
was a New Yorker, but he said he'd soocner go to
Boston than see that ghost again. Eliphalet wasn’t
scared at all, partly because he never saw either the
domiciliary or the titular spook, and partly because he
felt himeself on friendly terms with the soirit world, and
dudn’'t scare easlly. But after losing three nights' sleep
and the soclety of his friend, he began to be a little i1m-
patient, and to think that the thing had gone far
enough.”™
“What did he do?” asked Baby Van Rensselaer.
“Well, he couldn't do anything. He walited awhile,
they would get tired; but he got tired out first.

Well, I never!” was Baby Van

seen
itself

hoping

You see, it comes natural for a spook to sleep in the
davtime, but a man vwants 1o sleep nights, and i(hey
wotuldn't let him sleep rights They kept on wran <
nd quarreling incessantly; they manifested and they
dark-seanced a8 regularly as the old clock on the staivs
struck 12; they rapped and they rang bells and they
banged the tambourine and they threw tha flaming

Lanjo about the house, and, worse than all, they swore.”

“[ did not ¥Xnow that spirits were addicted to bad
lanzuage,” said the Duchess.
“How did he 'know they were swearing? Could he

hear them?"’ asked Dear Jones.

“That was just it,” responded Uncle Larry; “he could
not hear them--at least, not distinctly. 7There were -
articulate murmurs and stiflad rumblings. But the
preasiva produced on him was that they were swe:

m-

-

ive

if they had only sworn right out, he would not
minded it so much, because he would have known the
worst But the feeling that the air wasz full of sup-

pressed profunity was very wearing, and, after standing
it for a week, he gave up in disgust and went to the
White Mountains."
“Leuving them to fight it
jected Baby Van Rensselaer,
“Not at all,” explained

out, I suppose,” inter-
“They could
see, he could

Unele l.arry.
You

not ouvarrel uniess he was present,
not lcave the titular ghost behind him, and the domicil-
jary zhost could not leave the house.”

“And what happened afterward?’ asked Baby Van
Rensselaner, with a pretty impatierce

“A most marvelous thing happened. Eliphalet Dun-

the White Mountains, and in the car of
railroad that runs to the top of Mount Washington
he met a classmate whom he had not seen for yeurs,
ind thie eclassmate introduced Duncan to his sister, and
this sister wos a remarkably pretty girl, and Duncan fell

went to

can

the

love with her at first sight, and by the time he got
to the top of Mount Washington he was so deep in love
that he bhegan to consider his own unworthiness, and
to wonder whether she might ever be induced to care
for him a little—c<ver go little.””

“1 don't think that is so marvelous a thing,” =aid
Dear Jones, glancing at Baby Van Rensselaer.

“Wnn was she?’ asked the Duchess, who had once
jved in Philadelphia.

“She was Miss Kitty Sutton, of San Francisco, and
she was a daughter of old Judge Sutton, of the firm of
Pixley & Sutton.”

“A wvery respectable family.” asgsented the Duchess.

1 hope she wasn't a daughter of that 'oud and vul-
gar old Mrs. Sutten whem I met at aratoga one sum-
mer four or five years ago?”’ said Dear Jones.

“Probably she was,” Uncle larry responded.

“she way a horrid old woman, The boys used to call
her Motner Gorgon,”

“The nzetty Kitty Sutton with whom Eliphalet Dun-
can had fallem in love was the daughter of Mother Gor-
gon. But ne never saw the mother, who was in 'Prigco,
or Los Angeles, or Santa Fe. cr somewhere out Waest,
and he sgw a .great deal of the daughter, who was up
in “he White Mountains. She was traveling with her
hrother and his wife, and as they journeyed from hotel
to hotel Duncar went with them, and filled out the quar-
tette. l3efore the end of the summer he began to ihink
about preopoeing. Of course, he had lots of chances,
going on excursions as they were every day. He made
ut his mind to seize the first opportunity, and that very
evening h2 took her out for a moonlight row on Lake
Winipisengee., As he handed her into the boat he re-
solved to do it, and he had a glimmer of a suspicion
that she knew he was going to do it, too.”

“(iris,"” sald Dear Jones, ‘‘never go out in & rowboat
.;':t night with a young man uniess you,mean to accept
him."

“Sometimes it's best to refuse him, and get it over
once for all,” said Baby Van Rensseclaer, Impersonally.

‘““As Eliphalet took the oars, he feit a sudden chili.
He tried te shake it off. but in vain, He began to have
a growing consciousness of impending evil. Refore he
has taken ten strokes—and he was a swift oarsman—he
was aware of & mystericus presenge between him and
Miss Sutton.,”

“Was it the guardian-angel ghost warning him off
the match?”’ interrupted Dear Jones.

“That's just what it was.”” sald Uncle Larry. “And
he yielded to it, and kept his peace, and rowed Miss
Sutton back to the hotel with his proposal ungpoken.”

“More fonl he,” sald Dear Jones. “It will take more

than one ghost to keep me from proposing when my
mind is made up.” And he looked at Baby Van Rensse-
laer.

“The next morning,” continued Uncld Larry, “Eliph-
alet overslept himself, and, when he went down to a
late breakfast, he found that the Suitons had gone to
New York by the morning train. He wanted to follow
them at once, and again he felt the mysterious presence
overpowering hig will. He struggled two davs, and at
last he roused himse!f to do what he wanted, In spite of
the spook. When he arrived in New York it was late
in the everning. He dressed himself hastily and went to
the hotel where the Buttons were, in the hope of see-
ing at least her brother. The guardian angel fought
every inch of the walk with him, until he began to won-
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“He became conscious of a tremulons shivering in one corner of the room.”

der whether,

if Mi=zs EButton were to take him. the spook
would forbid the banns. At the hotel] he saw no one
that night, and he went home determined to call as
carly as he could the next afternoon and make an end
of it. When he lelt his office about 2 o'clock the next
day to learn his fate, he had not walked five blocks
before he discovered that the wraith of the Duncans
had withdrawn his opposition to the suit, There was no

foeling of impending evil, no resistance, no struggle, no

ennsciousness of an oppoesing presence. Eliphalet was
Breatiy encouraged. He walked briskly to the hotel; he
fournd Miss Sutton alone. He asked her the question,
and got hid answer.”

“She accepted him, of course?’ said Baby Van Rens-

selacr.

“Of course,” said Uncgle Larr:
in the first flush of joy, swapping contidences and con-
fesglons, her brother came into the parior with an ex-
pression of pain on his face and a telegram in his hand.
The for was cat d by the latter, which was from
Frisco, and which announced the sudden death of Mrs.
Sutton, their mother.”

“And that was why the ghost no longer opposed the
match?” questionced Dear Jones.

“And while they were

1

ner

IExactly. You the family ghest knew that
Mother Gorgon was an awful obstacle 10 Duncan’'s hap-
pines =0 it warned him Fut the mcment the obstacle
was removed, it gave |its at once.”

Uncle l.arry paused in long enough to light

another of the tiny cigars NaYys ked,

1. infer that Lord "t Duchess was
serupnil i the Dbestows es—'‘saw no more of
the ghostg after he was married.”

= r saw them at all, at any time, either be-
for or €. But they came very near bhreaking off
the g and 18 two voung hearts.”

“You den’'t 1 v that they knew any just
cause or impedi ! y they hould not forever after
hold their peace 1isked Dear Jones

“How could a host, or even two ghosts, keep a
girl from marryving * man she loved?”’ This was Baby
Van Xensselacr's question,

“It seems curious, doesn't it?”" and Uncle Larry
tried to warm himself by two or three sharp pulls at his
fiery liitle cigar. “And the circumstances are yuite
as curious as the fact Itself. You see, Miss Sutton
wounidn't be married for a year after her mother's
death, so she and Duncan had lots of time to tell each

other all they knew, KEliphalet got to know a good deal

about the girls she went to school with; and Kitty soon
learned ail albout his family. He didn’t tell about the
title for a as he wasn't one to brag But he
des d te r the liitle old house at Salem. Al ne
eve toward the end of the summer, the wedding day
having hbeen appointed for early in September, she told
him that she didn’'t want a bridal tour at all; she just
wanted to go down to the little old house Salem tu
sper:d ner honeymcon in peace and quiet, with nothing
to deo and nobody t bother them. Well, Eliphalet
jumpad at the suggestion: it suited him down te the
ground All of a sudden he remembered the spooks, and
it krocked him 2all of a heap. He had told her about
the Duncan banshee, and the idea of ha g An an-
cestral ghost in personal attendance on »r husband
ticklea ner immenscly But he had never said anything

about the ghost which haunted the little old house at

Salem He knew she would be frightened ocut of

wits if the house ghest revealed itself to her, and he
saw at once that it would be impossgible to go to Salem
on the wodding trip  So he told her all abont it, and
how, whenawver he went to Salem, the two ghosts inter-
ferod, and gave dark seances and manifested and ma-
terialized and made the place absolutely impossible.

hitty lLstened in silence, and Eliphalet thought she had
changed her mind. Put she hadn't done anything of the
Kkind.'

“Just like a »man—to think she was gcing to,”” re-

Rensselaer

marked Baby Van

*“*She just told him she could not bear ghosts herself,
byt she would not many a man who was afraid of
them.,™

“Just like a girl—10 be so inconsistent,” remarked
Dear Jones

I'ncle Larry's tiny cigar had long been extinct, He
lighted a new one, and continued: “Eliphalet protested
in vain. Kitty said her mind was made up, She was
determined to pass her honevmoon in the little old

house at Salem, and she was equally detarmined not to
o there us long as there were any ghosts there. Until
he could assure her that the spectral tenant had re-
ceived notice to quit, and that there was no danger of
manifestations and materializing, she refused (o be
married at all.”

“She was an unrcasonable young woman,”
Duchess,

“*Well, that's what
was in love with her.
her out of her determination.

said the

Eliphalet thought, mvuch as he
And Le Lelieved he could talk
But he couldn't. She was
there's

set. And when a girl = set, nothing to do but
to yield to th:2 irevitable, And ithat's just what Elipha-

let did, He saw he would either have to give her up
or to get the ghosis out; and as he loved her and did
not care for the ghosts, he resolved to tackle the ghosts.
He had clear grit, Eliphzlet had—he was half Scotch
and bhalf Yankee, and neither breed twins tail in a
hurry. So he made his plans, and he went down to
Balem As he said good-bve to Kitty he had an im-
pression that she was serry she had made him go; but
she kept up bravely, and put 2 bold face on it, snd
saw him off, and went home and cried for an hour,
and was perfectly miserable until he came back the
next day.”

“Did he succeed in driving the ghosts away?” asked
Baby Van Rensselaer, with great interest.

“That's just what I'm coming teo,” said Uncle Larry,
pausing at the critical moment, in the manner of the
trained story-teller. *“You see¢, Eliphalet had got a
rather tough job, and he would glal'y have had an
extension of time on the contract, but he had to
choose between the girl and the ghosts and he wanted
the girl. He tried to invent or remember some short
and easv way with ghosts, but he couldn't.”

“What did he do?" interrupted Dear Jones. “The
learned counsel will pleased speak to the point.,”

“You will regret this unseemly haste,” said Uncle
Larry, gravely, "when you know what really hap-

pened.’
“What was it, Uncle larry?’ asked Baby Van
Rensselaer. “I'm all impatience.”

And Unecle Larry proceeded:

“Eliphalet went down to the 1ll*tle old house at
Salem, and as soon as the clock struck twelve the
rival ghosts began wrangling as before Raps her
there and everywhere, ringing bells banging tams-
bourines, strumming banjcs sailing about ti room,
and all the other manifestations and materializa 18
followed one another just as they had the summer be-
fore. The only difference Eliphalet could detect was a

spectral profanity; and this, of

was only a vague impression, for he did 1@

actually hear a single word He walited awhile

patience, listening and watching. Of course he never
Saw either of the ghosts, because neither of them could
appear to him. At last he got his dander up, and he
thought it was about time to interfere, 8o he
on the table, and ,asked for silence. As soon as he
felt that the spooks were listening to him he explained

stronger

course,

flavor in ti

rapped

the situation to them. He told them he was in lo
and that he could not marry unless they vacated the
house. He appealed to them as old friends, and
laid claim to their gratitude. The titular ghost had
been sheltered by the Duncan family for hundreds
of years, and the domiciliary ghost had had free lodg-
ing in the little old house at Salem for neua: twWo
centuries. He implored them to settle their diffe:
cnces, and to get him out of his difficulty at

He suggested that they had better fight it out n
ind there, and see who was master He had brought
with him all needful weapons. And he pulled out his
valise, and spread on the table a pair of navy re-
volvers, pair of ghotguns, & pair of eling-swords,
and a couple of bowie-knives. He offered to serve as
second for both parties, and to give the woird when
to began He also toock out of his valise a pack of
cards and a bottle of poison, telling them that if they
wished to avoid carnage they might cut the cards t
see which one should take the poison. Then he waited

anxiously for their reply. For a little space there was
silence. Then he became conscious of a tremul
E ering in one corner of the room, and he re:
bered that he had heard from that direcction what

‘us

1em-

sounded Ilike a frightened sigh when h made the
first suggeéstion of the duel. Something told him that
this was the domic ry , and that it was badly

sed by a

scared. Then he w 1pre certain move-
ment in the opposite orner of the rocem, as though
the titular ghost were drawing himself up with of-
fended dignity. Eliphalet couldn’t exactly see those
things, because he never saw the whosts, but he felt
them. After a silence of nearly a minute a voice came
from he corner where the family ghost stood—a
voice strong and full, but trembling slightly with sup-
pressed passion. And this voice told Fliphalet it .
plain enough that he had not long been the head of
the Duncans, and that he had never properly consid-
ered the characteristics of his race if now he =sup
posed that one of his blood could draw his sword
against a woman Eliphalet sald he had never sug-
gested that the Duncan ghost should raise his hand
against a woman, and all he wanted was that the
Duncan ghost should fight the other' ghost And the:
the voice told Eliphalet that the other ghost was a
woman.”

“What?" said Dear Jones, sitting up sudde:
“You don’'t mean to tell me that the ghost which
launted the house was a woman?

“Those were the very words Eliphalet Duncan
used,” said Uncle Larry; “but he did not need to wait
for the answer. All at once he recalled the tradi-
tions about the domiciliary ghost, and he knev’ that
what the titular ghost said was the fact He had
never thought of the sex of a spook, but there was no
doubt whatever that the house st was a womar
No sooner was this firmly fixed 1 Eliphale mind
than he saw his way o of the difficulty The ghosts
must be married!-—for then there would be no more
il\i“rf(‘rtllt'('. no mcre ';lf."‘,."l"fiinz. no more manifest A‘.

tions and materializations, no more dark seances, with
thelr raps and bells and tambourines and banjos. Al
first the ghosts would not | The voice in

hear of it
the corner declared that the Duncan wraith had never

thought of matrimony. But Eliphalet argued with
them, and pleaded and persuaded and coaxed. and
dwelt on the advantages of matrimaory He had to
confess, of course, that he did not know how to get

clergyman to marry them; but the voice from thes
corner gravely told him that there need be no diffi

culty in regard to that, as there was no lack of
sp.ritual chaplains. Then, for the firgt time, the house
ghost spoke, a low, clear, gentle vojce, and with a
quaint, old-fashioned New England aceent, which
trasted sharply with the broad Scotech speech of the
family ghost. She said that Eliphalet Duncan seemed
to have forgotten that she was married. But this did
not upset Eliphalet at all; he remembered the whole
case clearly, and he told her she was not a married
ghost, but a widow, since her hustand had been
hanged for murdering her. Then Duncan ghost
drew attention to the great disparity in their ages,
saying that he was nearly four hundred and fifn
yvears old, while she was barely two hundred. But
Eliphalet had not talked to juries for nothing: he just
buckled to, and coaxed those ghosts into matrimony.
Afterward he came to the conclusion that they wers
willing to be coaxed, but at the time he though
*had pretty hard work to convince themm of the
vantages of the plan,”

“Did he succeed " asked Baby Van Rensselaer, will)
a woman's interest in matrimony.

“He d!d,” said Uncle Larry. “He talked the wrait
of the Duncans and the spectre of the little old house
at Salem into 8 matrimonial engagement And fro:
the time they were engaged he had no more trouble
with them. Theyswere rival ghosts no longer. The
were married by their spiritual chaplain the ver:
same day that Eliphalet Duncan met Kitty Sutton in
front of the railing of Grace Churck 'The ghostl
bride and bridegroom went away eat once on the!
bridal tour, and Lord and Lady Duncan went down to
the little old house at Salem to pass their honey-
moon."”

Uncle Larry stopped. His tiny cigar was out again
The tale of the rival ghosts was told, A solemn
lence fell on the little party on the deck of the oceapn
steamer, broken harshly by the hoarse roar of theg
fog-horn
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